REVIEWERS
REVIEWERS CAN BE DIVIDED INTO TWO CLASSES. FOR ONE
literature cannot be too esoteric, too much a preoccupation -with
style and imagination. I like only two kinds of novel, the
work of art or slim volume, and the novel of entertainment.
The other kind of reviewer prefers didactic fiction; for him
the novels I admire most are merely full of pretty writing,
frivolous, amusing, or egotistic. The novel, he feels, is not an
end in itself, "but a means to redress injustice, to present infor-
mation or tabulate theories. Withering Heights may claim
thousands, but Uncle Tom's Cabin claims tens of thousands.
The novel of political propaganda, more than any other, I find
as unpalatable as a cannon ball in a plum pudding.
After struggling with such a book it was sad to read.Mr. Sean
O'Casey's attack on reviewers in Time and Tide's "Notes on the
Way." He considers all reviewers, except those on the Sunday
papers, to be timid and contaminated to the last degree. It is
possible, with hard work and a bit of luck, for a highbrow
reviewer to earn fifteen pounds a month, but nine to eleven
would be more like it. And on that he expects them to give
as spirited a performance as that of the Sunday novel-reviewers,
who have always been famous for their savage and incorruptible
assaults on author and publisher! And anyhow, " reviews never
sell a book," as the publishers are never tired of telling us.
' No, it is farther than that that he must look for the causes of
the decline of the novel, even if the sycophantic torpor of
reviewers contributes to it. There is, for instance, the indigence
of authors who are forced through journalism or over-production
to deny themselves the gestation which their talent demands;
and the intransigence of libraries and of all other book-societies
which cater to the public, and which in turn use pressure on
the publisher to make him exact the longest and dullest
contribution from the safest writers, an omnibus if possible,
and failing an omnibus a saga; and failing a saga a hundred-
and-twenty-five-thousand-word cavalcade. And then there is
the ignorance of the publishers themselves, their lack of
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